
be T ragedie of 

•Sufi, Tis nothing butcenceite (my gracious Lady } 
gueene. T is nothinglelfe, Conccitels rtiJl dcriude ('• 
Frckii Tome forefather Gricfe, mine is rtotfo 1 * 

For nothing hath begot my fomethmg griefe> 

Or fomething hath the nothing that 1 grieue, 

Tis in rev erlion that I doe poll'etfe : 

Butwhatitis, thar is not yet knowne, what . 1 - • ■ 

I cannot name, tis nameletrewoe I wot. 

Greene. God faueyour Maieftie, & well met gentlemen 
I hope the King is notyetfhipt for Ireland* 
guccne.^ Why hopeft thou fo? tis better hope he is, 
For his defignes craue haft, his haft good hopei 
Then wherefortfdoft thoti hopelle is not Ihipt? 

Greene , That heourhope might haue retirdehispotver 
And driuen into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land, 
Thebanifht^«//»»^(»ff%repeales himfelfe, 

And with vphfted acmes is lafeariude at Ruuenfyur #5.‘ 
<&eene;/Nov/God in heauen forbid. c i 
Greene. AhMadarK,tis*oo true; and thatisworfe: 
TheLordNofthumbcr-land, his young SonH. Percie, 
The Lords of R©ife,Beaumond, and Willoughbie, 
Withalltheirpowc-rfuHToehds,arefldcltohihr. 

BuJJ) , Why haue ydtf naf’prdclaimd Ndf thumberlaiid 


'>r; wj ri 


Greene , We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worcefterf 
Hath broke his Stafte, refignd his Stewardihip, ’ ; 

And all the houihold feitiants fled with hrnittf Bnllinghnke 
Slgne. SoGredndj'dhou art (he Midwife of my woe, 
And Bullingbrooke, rtiy forrowes diimall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie. 

And I a gafping newdeliuered mother;' 1 1 




*Bufi. DifpairetootMadarn* 5d x ca; ^ , 

£)necne. Who Ihldl hi ndef the'? 
Iwilldifpaireandbeatentnitie ! ‘ !{H .t ' . ns: 

With couetous hope,: he is i' flatterer, 

A niralit* a ■» 1 * ' -* 

Who 
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Richard the Second, ^ 

• Who gently would dillblue the bands oflife ; 

Whichfalle hopelingers in extremitic. 

Greene. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke, 

Queene. With fignes of Warre about his aged necke ; 
Oh lull of carefull bufmelfe arehis lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fake (peake comfortable words* 

Yorke. Should I do fo, I rtiould belymy thoughts, 
Comfort’s Ih heauen, and we are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but crpifes,care, and griefe. 

Your Husband he is gone to fauefarre off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofe at, home.: 

- Heere am lleft to vnderprop his Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe; 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmade, 

Now fliall he trie his friends that flattered him. 

Seruing. My Lord, your ibnne wasgone before I came, 
Yorke. : He was, why fo ; go all which way it will: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arecojd. 
And will ( I fearej reuolt on HerfordsCide, 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhie tomyfifterGlocefter,. 

Bid her fend me prcfently a thoufand Pound, 

Hold take my Ring! 

Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgot to tell yourLordfliip,, 

„ To day I came by and called there; 

But I fliall grieueyou.to report the reft.. , 

Comes milling on thisyroefull Land.atonce?. 

I know not what to doe ; I would to, jQpd 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt hi pi to it): 

The King ha'd cutofmy head with my brothers.. 

What, are there two Pofts difpatcht for Ireland:. 

How mail we doe for money for tHefe-VYarres ? 

Come Sifter, Coo/in I would lay ; pray pardon me 
Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide fome Carts,. 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, willyou goe muftcr mar J 

If! 
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